"Good Liking"

winding path branching into the wood. " Not
that way, I entreat."

David, puzzled by the sudden note of
apprehension in her voice, looked at her
inquiringly.

" See," said Lady Rusco, " deadly night-
shade bordering the track. It leads to the
wretched cottage of mad Elspeth."

"Who is mad Elspeth?" Doctor Arnot
asked.

And Mariota answered, " She is a witch;
misshapen, lean, shrivelled, and hideous; of a
cruel malevolence. When I see her I tremble
in terror lest she may cast some spell upon

me."

" But what power has she ? "

" The power of the Devil," replied Mariota,
with unwonted heat. " They say she is one of
Satan's paramours, and that he comes to her
by night to take her riding on the storm-
wind,"

" Are there no young and lovely women in
the world," said Doctor Arnot, " that Satan
must come seeking hideous shrivelled crones ?
Are there no Queens, no Princesses, that the
Prince of this world must be reduced to court
poor miserable old Elspeth ? "

Mariota's eyes opened wider. " You seem
to jest," she said; " but is it possible you
doubt me when I tell you Elspeth is a witch ? "

"What mean you by a witch?" asked
Doctor A-mot.